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reached out a cramped and gouty hand to Briand.
The two Ministers walked up the steep steps to the
little dining-room where they were invisible to any
chance arrival Opposite the wide window-recess
was a stretch of rolling vineyard land, above it a pale
blue sky faintly touched with silver, the edge of which
was broken by an azure line of hills. A dusty golden
glow poured into the room, discreetly veiling the worn
and poisonously pink walls, the chipped vases on the
mantelshelf, and the smoke-covered fly-blown ceiling.

Stresemann looked mistrustfully at the mean room,
the coarse crockery, the primitive cutlery, and silently
wondered why the place had been chosen.

Briand rubbed his hands in satisfaction over their
flight, and Stresemann's laugh rang out in almost
boyish delight at the success of the stroke that they had
played upon the journalists. It seemed like the prelude
to an adventure, an escape from an ordered and con-
ventional world.

The landlord's excellent wife now sent in to them a
succession of courses that put in the shade the most
distinguished restaurants of the capitals of Europe.
Slices of marvellous hot sausage, baked trout, par-
tridges flavoured with rosemary, mushrooms in cream
sauce, ducklings with slices of orange, and many
dishes that the German had never met, to which,
however, Briand with his expert knowledge knew how
to do fall justice. The wine, a subject which Strese-
mann understood rather better than culinary pleasures,
had a fragrance as of strange fruits and a faint glow
that recalled the veiled sunshine of that landscape.
He let it pass meditatively over his tongue, and as he
surveyed the man opposite him who was dilating on